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When the figure was revealed, admirals and dragoon-
colonels were loud with gruff admiration. Adlerbeth also
raised his voice, though with a more cautious appreciation,
prudishly attempting to drown Armfelt's Rabelaisian murmurs
on the subject of nudity. Sergei took one glance at the simper-
ing Diana with her lop-sided stag, and swung quickly away
from it to beckon to a servant for more brandy. King Gustav
too, was silent, scribbling something on a piece of paper on his
knee and smiling politely. Fersen wondered which of the
needy conoscitori of Florence had been bribed by the servants
to recommend so unconvincing a goddess to their master.

Gustav found a tongue at last, praising the generosity of the
gift but avoiding reference to its artistic value. As he spoke,
he handed his screw of paper to Adlerbeth. "Your Highness
will excuse me," he apologised. "A little matter about the
finances that just came into my mind. I always forget these
things if I don't write them down on the spot."

"My father used to write," said Charles, as if glad already to
escape from the subject of 'gifts' and sculpture. "Perhaps that
was why. ... He never saw England, you know. ISTever saw
our Kingdom.''

"My father saw England with Your Majesty," interposed
Armfelt. "Your Majesty will remember a Magnus Armfelt
that marched with you against King George."

There was no reply, no kindling of spent fires. For the day at
least, '45 was forgotten. Gustav covered the silence. "You've
no need to boast of your father," he said. "You can rely on
your own misdeeds, Mauritz, to make you a reputation."

"I'd rather make one by fighting," said Armfelt. "It's time
you gave Sweden a war. I'm quite jealous of our Axel here; he's
had his chance in America. Is it true, Axel, that Marie-
Antoinette is trying to wheedle you the command of a French
regiment, in return for your service to the Revolutionaries?"

Fersen could not restrain a gesture of impatience and
indignation. But his embarrassment was less than that which
fell on the whole company. For King Gustav had risen,
beating imperiously on the arm of his chair. He gave Armfelt
a cold and quelling stare that would have been incredible a
moment ago. "If Count Fersen," he said, "has been obliged by